Kekewich, who presented me on the threshold of the small
bar there to the King of Sweden, whom she was enter-
taining to dinner. There was no more beautiful woman
or a more graceful to be seen in those days and no more
charming companion and raconteur than Sir Trehawke
Kekewich, her husband. He had an estate with the quaint
name of "Peamore," in Devonshire, and asked me to
shoot more than once. They have nothing to do, how-
ever, with my last memories of the old Sporting. These
are somewhat poignant and deserve a paragraph or so to
themselves.
I do not exactly remember who was present beyond
the three or four who had been my immediate neighbours
all through that evening. One was the Duke of "West-
minster, playing in his usual style with his hand full of
milk notes which he placed in leisurely fashion and always
in maximums either upon the colours or two-to-one
chances. Then he strolled away to the bar, or perhaps the
chemin de fer table and took any banco that was being
offered. Often he had to be fetched back to collect
winnings which seemed to us humbler devotees of the
game enormous, and left the pockets of his dinner-coat
bulging. Rene Leon was also at the table, although only,
as usual, supervising ; a Russian whose name I have, alas,
forgotten ; the inevitable Berry Wall and, unless my
memory is at fault, Lord Rothermere, although it was
before the days of his peerage. As the Rooms tbinned out,
a rumour went around that this was to be the last night,
the Rooms were to be closed the next day and the new
Sporting Club, which was now completed, was to be
opened at once. The hour was late and the croupier
announced " les trois derniers" There was a revolution in
our litde community. No one ever wanted to go to bed
in Monte Carlo. One of us appealed to Ren6 Leon. He
shook his head doubtfully at first but ultimately gave way.
He gave permission for the table to be kept open another
hour. Within that hour I won more than I have ever
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